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wandered like sleep-walkers towards the Fell.
The group was near enough now for him to dis-
tinguish them. The leader was a slim, hand-
some, dark fellow, Georges Paris. He had an
arm round Judith, who was looking up, talking
eagerly. In the other he swung carelessly a gilt
bird-cage that contained a bright crimson bird.

Behind were two pack-horses laden with
boxes; there were sheep-dogs, some young men,
a stout laughing girl with a red ribbon in her hair.
Georges Paris was wearing a handsomely cut
riding-coat and a broad hat with a silver cord
round it. The colours of the gilt cage, the
crimson bird, the red ribbon, stood out sharply
against the dark Tarn ridged now with the wind
like a gridiron, the snow-streaked hills, the heavy
grey sky.

The air quivered with excitement; there were
the voices, dogs barking; everyone was laughing.
A group of the Ritsons came out eagerly from the
farm.

t He felt that he could not bear to meet them.
He slipped away, found Juno and rode off. No
one noticed him. Within a week he had de-
parted for London.